us were reflected in Elvira's eyes.   They were very
tender, I kissed her again.
The roar of the engine of the passing car was deafen-
ing, I saw a black shape shoot past us on the near side,
our chauffeur wrenched over the wheel and braked
sharply as the passing car drew across our front wheels,
forcing us to the edge of the road. Our tyres screamed
as the car skidded round, instinctively I threw the rug
over Elvira's head. As the car rolled over, its side-
glass splintered, my hands stung.
Over the din of our wildly roaring engine, I heard
the rattle of a machine-gun, our "escort" was taking no
chances. The piled archives probably saved our lives;
later, we found over ten bullets bedded in their thick
paper. Our engine stopped because of the acute angle
of the car, the pressure tank would force no spirit to
the engine. The air reeked with petrol and blood. I
heard the whine of the retreating car die away in the
distance. Louis was moaning, but Elvira and the
chauffeur were silent.
The crew of a food lorry helped me out through the
roof of the car, my old wound had opened, the back
of mj neck was sticky, my hands throbbed, one of my
teeti* had been broken off in my mouth. Elvira seemed
the most important thing in the world. Two militia-
mm lifted her cmt into the light of the lorry's hea4-
lai&p. Sbe was tery cpiiet iand pale; a thin trickle
$1 kfoocl ran from a cut on her f ore-head. She opened